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from the author


I have been a fan of The Princess Bride since I first saw it in theaters in the late 1900s (1987). The movie introduced me to Robin Wright and Carey Elwes; their on-screen chemistry was sublime.

The rest of the cast cemented S. Morgensterns’ (as told by William Goldman) unique and beloved characters in my memory. Mandy Patinkin, André René Roussimoff⁠* , and Wallace Shaw’s characterizations of Inigo, Fezzick, and Vizzini are outright classics, in my opinion.

The supporting cast of Fred Savage, Peter Falk, Billy Crystal, Carol Kane… I could go on and on. Rob Reiner’s direction was terrific, bringing the timeless tale to the silver screen.

All of those plays are prologues to this fictional story about two people deeply in love and exploring an alternative lifestyle. If you’re a fan of The Princess Bride, you may enjoy some of my references as Easter eggs. This story can be read and enjoyed as a spicy hotwife tale if you’ve never seen it.⁠*



* aka André the Giant

* Seriously, what the hell is the matter with you? ;)
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about hotwife party princess


It's inconceivable that Wes wants to watch me with other men, right?

I mean, I know he loves to watch me. His look from a distance is what drew me to him. His enchanting blue eyes, obscured by his messy mop of blond hair, are always focused on me. What won my heart, though, was how he dotes on me, saying 'as you wish' to my outrageous requests.

When I tell him about my boss and his two friends' zealous flirting, his response is shocking, almost as much as my enjoyment of their attention and innuendos. He wants me to flirt back to test their resolve. Even more outrageously, he tells me that the thought of watching me with other men is hot.

I can't believe I'm entertaining the idea—imagining myself surrounded by them, fantasizing about the unspeakable things they describe while ogling me. I push back, thinking my husband is joking, and tell him I will be naughty at the Halloween party. I'm floored when he responds, "As you wish."

Now I'm in my white princess costume at the party. Who will make the first move? Are they harmlessly flirting with me, or will they follow through and try to make me forget my voyeur husband?

It's inconceivable how I ache, wanting to be in the middle of the handsome hunks.
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halloween hookups series
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This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats. Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.

From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.

Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat. This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.

Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

See the complete series at:

https://mybook.to/halloweenhookupsseries
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For my friends that enjoy all types of smut, nerd fare, and kissing books.
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It’s an accepted fact that all writers are crazy, even the normal ones are weird.

WILLIAM GOLDMAN
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CHAPTER ONE
surprising suggestion
ROBIN


"There's a Halloween party at the bank, farm boy," I say with a flirty tone. "Would you like to be my escort?"

Wes's trademark lopsided smile at my nickname never fails to stir something within me. His roughened fingertips, a testament to his hard work, sweep his stubborn bangs off his forehead. His captivating, vivid-blue eyes, like the sky between storm clouds on a summer's day, focus on mine, flicking back and forth as he evaluates my request. I beam back, anticipating his usual response.

"What was the day?" he asks, and I'm caught off guard, my jaw dropping in surprise.

"Uhm... Friday." There's a catch in my voice at his odd reply. "Don't you remember? I planned for this!"

"Tomorrow?" His lips press together.

What happened to the grin he usually reserved for me? Or the joy in his eyes when he answers in the affirmative. Wes loves to spoil me, and his favorite line is "as you wish" from The Princess Bride.

"I can't make it," he says, reaching into the closet and grabbing a suit coat. He slides one arm in, and I can't help but admire his trim build, his muscles rippling under the fitted button-down. He never wears a suit; he's always working in the fields with the crops or in the barn with the animals. When did he get a suit?

"What? Why?" I'm too shocked to say more, my high-pitched voice betraying my surprise.

"I won't return from this business trip in time. I thought I told you." His answer is sharp, with an edge of frustration. With a sigh, however, his grin returns, and he rubs his hand along my arms as he continues. "Robin, I'm needed at the co-op meeting in Guilderville. They are voting on allocating next year's grant money and subsidies, and I must present my case. I don't want to take out a bank loan."

"Oh." I'm still at a loss, but I plaster a smile on my face.

I remember discussing plans for our future, including Wes putting his baby in me. Wes often tells me his parents didn't invest in the farmstead, leaving him with the land but no capital despite a lifetime of work. He frequently complains about the condition of our farm. We've lived here for five years, and the farmhouse needs renovating; the kitchen requires new appliances, and the farm equipment needs replacing.—the list is endless.

"Since I'm an employee, we can get the lowest rate on a business loan," I offer, wincing at his look of disappointment.

"My love," he begins with a sober expression. "I'm glad you found a job you enjoy, but I'm not interested in making your rich banker friends more money."

Seeing my bruised look, he wraps me up in a comforting hug. "I'm sorry, princess. I won't be back until Saturday morning. All flights were overbooked on Friday night. I want you to go, though. You deserve to have a good time."

"It's no fun fending off my asshole coworkers." I pout, widening my eyes for sympathy. "They'll hit on me and want to drag me into a dark alcove and ravish me."

I'm being a brat, but I desperately want him by my side at the party. I do have womanizing colleagues who like to flirt. While not complete assholes, I've started fantasizing about them having their way with me. But I'd never tell Wes.

His eyes snap to look at me. His blue irises narrow as he squints before breaking into his lopsided grin. "Why not allow them?"

"What? You can't be serious." I'm flabbergasted. The guys in the office are handsome and well-built. The other girls call them sex on a stick. But I only want my husband, not those devilish, hot, overgrown frat boys. If I could only believe my own words, maybe the dark fantasies would go away. "Baby, I'll never cheat on you. Don't entertain the thought. Don't give the universe any ideas."

He shrugs as he picks up his overnight bag from inside the closet. "It would only be for one night. I trust your love for me, but we can determine if their game matches their boasting."

I cross my arms and stomp my foot. "Stop it, Wes. I mean it."

I'm angry and frustrated at myself. I knew about his trip but forgot. I want him to take me to the Halloween party. I'd wear my wedding dress, and he would wear the farm boy costume I hand-sewed for him. We'd be Westley and Buttercup, our favorite characters from The Princess Bride. Our banter always includes our favorite lines from the movie, and it's never grown old.

"My coworkers were assholes in high school, bullying and shaming you like you were nothing. They were wrong, and I don't want them. I want you. Only you!"

As I speak the words, the faces of my colleagues flicker through my mind. The biggest asshole is my boss, Henry. His fake smiles sicken me, but I can't deny his muscular build and striking green eyes can be captivating.

"I won't go," I say with a huff. "I'd rather die than let those assholes tease me all night without you there to protect me!"

"Stop being dramatic, princess. Go as Buttercup," Wes says with a no-nonsense tone, adding he smile he knows wears down my resolve. "Look, there may be a cancellation, and I can grab an earlier flight. I might be late, but I'll try to meet you at the hotel."

I can't hide my grin at his willingness to please me. I brush by him and get the costume I crafted for him, a plain farmboy outfit I made to cosplay with my wedding dress. "Pack this, just in case."

He takes it and stuffs it in his carry-on, grinning at me and amping up his boyish charm. "As you wish."

I hug him tight. His romantic heart always knocks me off my feet. His caring smile has almost erased the pictures of Henry, Matt, and Pete infecting my thoughts after his out-of-character request. I kiss him deeply, trying to sear the softness of his lips into my mind.

We part, and I walk him out to our gravel drive. His shuttle awaits, which saves me a round trip to the airport. The driver takes his bag without much fanfare, and Wes kisses my cheek and gets in the taxi. It kicks up dust as it disappears, leaving me alone by our aging house.

Returning inside, I climb the stairs and turn into the spare bedroom, where the bed has a growing collection of stuffies. It's premature, but since we've been trying for a baby, I've bought silly stuffed animals for our future children. I grab a plush capybara and hug it as I lie down.

"You're the cutest rodent in the world, despite your unusual size," I say, smiling at the furry face. I need some peace before I dress for work and confront the three men who will tease me at the Halloween party. I'm surprised at my arousal when I think of Wes's suggestion. Should I let them take advantage of me? Why am I turned on? Shaking my head, I know he can't be serious.

But I can't push away the images of my handsome coworkers. Pete is a muscular brute who towers over me, his bulk eclipsing everything. Matt is dashing, lithe, and athletic, with dark Hispanic looks and a wicked smile. The scandalous thoughts of the two of them taking control of me, with Henry directing them, soak my panties. I turn my stuffed capybara's beady eyes away; I don't want to deal with his judgment right now.
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CHAPTER TWO
hot what now?


Why is Thursday the slowest weekday? Tuesday is slow, but Wednesday is slower since Wes demands we honor Humpday weekly. I can't wait to go home and be with him. He's a nerd, but I don't mind, nerds make the best lovers. He's always curious and focuses on my pleasure first. Our Wednesday night ritual puts me in a better mood for the final two workdays.

Last night was no different. I was enjoying my romance novel in bed after doing the dishes, and Wes was busy in the office preparing for his trip. He came in and stripped off his tee shirt, exposing the faint blonde curls across his muscular chest, and I started to put my book away when he shook his head.

"Keep reading," he said, lifting the bottom of our duvet. "Read me a story, princess."

"It's one of my ... romance books," I replied, biting my lip.

"I was hoping so," he said, winking before disappearing under the covers. He crawled up, grabbing my ankles and spreading me open. He nuzzled the white lace of my panties.

"But it's a kissing book." I huffed softly, feeling his tongue slide along my cleft. I heard his hum as he continued to lick and suck my needy sex.

"All the better," his growl vibrated my pussy.

He demanded I keep reading when I tried to toss my book away. The words blurred on the page as he skimmed off my panties. When his fingers slid inside me while his mouth teased my clit, I had to pant between sentences.

"Farm boy," I gasped. "Fuck me. I need your big cock."

"That's not the story, princess," he scolded me as I pressed my needy sex over his devilish mouth.

I managed to get to the end of the chapter before I tossed the comforter off of him to watch him lap my pussy and suck my clit. I ground my hips into his face while pulling my sensitive nipples through my silky chemise.

"Fuck me, farm boy. Please," I begged, and his head popped up to look at me with his boyish grin.

"As you wish." His baritone voice washed over me as he climbed on top, kissing me with passion. When he slid inside me, I wrapped my ankles behind his ass and pulled him into my depths. I came after a few strokes, but he kept pounding into me until I hit another peak. When he drilled his shaft and pumped his seed into my womb, I felt his heat bloom. I hoped he put a baby in me. We kissed and held each other as we caught our breath before fading into our dreams.
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"Are you coming tomorrow, Robin?" A deep voice breaks me out of my reverie.

I'm sweating and almost panting from reliving last night's romp with my husband. I swallow and look up into the striking green eyes of Henry, my annoying boss.

"I told you Monday I was. And again on Tuesday. Yesterday, too." I grind out the words. "I'll be there in my favorite costume."

"Oh, what's that?" he asks with his irritating grin. His eyes dart to my gleaming brow before dropping to my breasts. His intensity makes me aware of my stiff nipples. I huff and cross my arms over my chest, compressing my sensitive peaks. He manages to meet my eyes only after I conceal my traitorous arousal. His lips move as he swipes his tongue across the soft arc. Fuck if I can't help imagining his lips curled around on my rigid nips. I try not to show my captivation with his mouth.

"Princess Buttercup," I say with a bright grin, trying to get my mind off his dark eyes and what they'd look like from between my spread thighs. "You remember—from The Princess Bride?"

"I'll have to google that," he says as he stands taller.

I can tell by the angle of his eyes he's looking down at my blouse, so I shift my arms to block his leering. I huff as my movement only draws his eyes back to my breasts, which I've mashed together. The heat in his eyes does something to me, but I grit my teeth. The illicit suggestion Wes planted earlier swims in my mind. I shouldn't be thinking of Henry's smug mouth sucking on my aching nipples.

"If you can't quote a line from the best movie ever, I can't help you," I sass back at him.

He smirks in return and taps his long fingers on my desk. I drop my eyes, taking in their shape. Nimble and soft, his digits press into my desktop, tracing circles on the surface. They're thick, and I imagine the sensation of them sliding inside me.

"Don't you have something better to do?" I complain, tipping my head toward his office.

"I'd rather be doing someone like you."

His devilish grin shouldn't turn me on the way it does. I roll my eyes at his lame pickup line, ignoring the way my pussy clenches at his lewd proposal. "Oh yeah? I'm married. That's not going to happen."

But the thought cycles in my mind. I can't help fixating on the image of Henry fingering me under my white bridal dress, pressing against me in a dark corner of the hotel ballroom where we’re holding our Halloween party.

"C'mon, Robin. We live in the modern-day, and there are all sorts of new ways to spice up your sex life. You'd be a great hotwife."

"A hot-what now?" I wrinkle my nose, trying to make sense of what he said.

"Hotwife," he repeats, drawing out the word. "A sexy wife who likes to play with other men besides her husband. Some guys like it. They get off on watching their wives mess around."

"You're making that up," I huff.

"Google it," Henry says with his smug grin. "At home, though. Our firewall blocks all the good stuff."

I end the conversation by pointing at his office and narrowing my eyes. "Go away."

He turns on his heel and walks toward Matt and Pete, who look at me with knowing grins, laughing as he joins their circle. I drop my head to focus on my computer display and continue to work on the paperwork I was busy with before my happy fantasy of yesterday night with... my hot husband... Wes.

Fuck. Why am I having trouble remembering my husband's name?



I open my drawer and pull out my phone, holding it in both hands while I tap out a message to Wes, my husband, the love of my life.

Buttercup:


Call me when you're on a break. I need to ask you something.




I hit send, put it down, and try to focus on my job. My mind, however, is busy trying to decipher what hotwife means, and I can't concentrate. I pick my phone back up and look around. No one is watching, and doesn't everyone use the web at work? Right?

I ensure I'm not on the office Wi-Fi before opening the browser and searching for:

Hotwife
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CHAPTER THREE
negotiations


The vibration in my palm snaps my attention away from my research of all things hotwife. I twist around, looking at the rest of the office, who seem unaware of my soaked panties, the result of thinking about what it would be like to fuck someone other than my darling husband.

Wes:


Between meetings. Can I call?




I stab the button to ring him, standing and walking down the hall to the unisex bathrooms. He picks up immediately, but I pause, struggling to start.

"We need to talk," I say, trying the handle of the first restroom. It's locked, and so is the one beside it. Slumping against the wall, I ponder how to word my question publicly. "It's about what you said this morning. About—you know."

"Princess, you can ask me anything," Wes says, his baritone voice anchoring my frayed nerves.

"Did you mean it?"

"I'm sorry, love. Did I mean what?"

The door opens, and Matt walks out. He smirks, drying his hands on a paper towel. I can't help but drop my gaze to the front of his pants. Does he usually have a bulge that large? I snap my eyes back up and brush past him into the bathroom and shut the door.

"The hotwife thing?" I hiss, clicking the lock.

"Baby, I have no idea what you're talking about."

Right, it was Henry who told me I'd make a great hotwife. Fuck.



"Did you mean it when you said I should... You know?" I'm trying to remember what he said. My mind is cluttered with the scandalous definitions I found. The erotic stories I read. Even the muted videos I watched on my tiny screen. Images of housewives fucking men other than their husbands spin in my mind. "Fuck other people," I whisper when the silence extends.

"I did," he replies before asking, "What about this hotwife thing?"

"It's the same thing!" I hiss quietly on the phone. "It's, like, all the rage, I guess. I mean, according to Henry."

"You talked to Henry? You hate Henry."

"Well. He's my boss; I don't hate hate him. He gets on my nerves."

"Okay, babe. I'm missing vast swaths of your conversation with your boss," My husband says patiently.

"Okay, let me sum it up for you. Henry asked if I was coming to the party. I told him I was dressing as Buttercup. He's never heard of The Princess Bride. Can you believe it?" Wes is silent, so I steamroll into the next part. "Right, he's missing out on the best movie ever. Anyway. I ask him if he has anything better to do. And he says, get this, 'I'd rather be doing someone like you,' and leers at me!"

I'm getting hot in the wrong places, thinking about Henry's fingers and Matt's bulge. Did he jerk off in the bathroom before I entered? I sniff the air, and my eyes widen as I inhale the scent of my arousal.

"Pisses you off, right?" I manage to continue as I sit on the warm toilet seat, sliding my panties down to my ankles. I glance down at the wet patch in the gusset and sigh. "Please tell me you're pissed off. My boss made a pass at me."

"It's a little bit exciting, to be honest," my loving husband replies.

"What? You're serious?"

My hands slide up my thighs, and my skirt rises with them. I look down at my smooth pussy with the hint of a blonde patch above my pussy lips. I moan as my fingers slide along my cleft and circle my clit.

"So you're turned on at the thought of me fucking other men," I huff, my arousal coiling in my core. "You'd want to watch?" My voice is a mixture of horny arousal and confusion.

"You're sexy, babe. I'd love watching you with anyone."

"So you want me to be a hotwife?"

"I still don't precisely know what hotwife means."

"Fuck." I sigh as my fingers slip along my slick, wet lips. I swipe my thumb over my clit and moan.

"What are you doing? Are you—" Wes's voice lowers, "masturbating?"

"Fuck. Okay, yes. I'm fingering my needy pussy, Wes." I huff as my core tightens, a salacious need building inside me. "I'm thinking of my smug boss, Henry, fucking me with his fingers while I'm in the ladies' room diddling myself like a dime-store whore." I moan at my filthy talk but keep going. "I looked up hotwife and read stories of devoted wives who fuck other men with their husband's approval. Some even enjoy peeping at the action."

I'm panting as I curl two digits, swirling tight circles around my happy spot inside as my thumb mashes on my clit. I whimper when Wes growls.

"That turns you on, does it?" His voice is deep and rough, and a door opens and closes. "Tell me what he's doing." The sound of his zipper, a clang of metal, and the rustling of his clothes echo in my ringing ears.

"What are you doing?" I manage to grit out while grinding my hips against my hand.

"Jerking off," Wes admits. "Tell me."

"This makes you hard?" I gasp, moaning as my legs jerk when I press into my sensitive spot, making stars spin along the edge of my vision.

"I'm so fucking hard for you, princess."

"Henry has hooked two fingers inside me under my princess dress after pulling my panties aside, " I confess in a breathless murmur.

"Fuck, and you're wet for him?"

"Soaked. Oh, babe, his fingers are so different than yours—smooth, long, limber. I think he'd drive me crazy finger-fucking my needy pussy."

"Cunt. He's finger-fucking your needy cunt." His voice is rough, his breathing short.

"Yes! He's slamming his dirty digits into my tight little fuck hole." I tremble at his dirty words, hearing my filthy mouth. I realize something has shifted between my devoted husband and me. "Honey, tell me it's okay. Tell me to come all over Henry's fabulous fingers!"

"Fuck..." His groan sounds like pure sex. "Do it. Come for him. Baby, this is so hot."

He groans like he does when his cock pulses. Knowing he’s jetting his cum shoves me into bliss.

"I'm coming!" My body shakes. My juices gush past my hand and splash into the toilet water. My thighs shake, and I'm hyper-aware of my tender nipples trapped in my bra.

We're both silent, breathing into the phone as we recover.

"I love you," I say, with tears in my eyes. "I always will."

"I love you so much right now," Wes says lovingly. "I mean it. Let me sum it up. I want you to choose one of them. Hell, all of them. Be my hotwife. And when I'm back, I want you to tell me all about it while I fuck you so hard, you'll never forget who you belong to."

"Baby," I say, at a loss.

"Robin. I want you to try this and experience something new. It doesn't change my love for you. Okay?"

I nod silently, my orgasm still rippling through my nerves. "Okay, farm boy."

"Good girl, princess," he says, and arousal pulses in my core at his praise.

"So I'm a hotwife now?" I tremble at the words slipping from my lips but grin as I realize how desperately I want this.

"The hottest." His toilet flushes, and his belt buckle clicks as he fixes his trousers. "I need to go, baby. I'll try to be back tomorrow, but I still haven't heard from the airlines."

"I want you back," I say, missing his steady presence. "But I'm doing as I'm told. I'm going to make you proud."

"As you wish, but I already am. I love you, princess," Wes says, and I can tell he is still listening.

"I love you, farm boy. Goodbye. Have a safe trip. I'll most likely dream of you in the morning," I reply, ending the call.

I clean myself with some toilet paper and pull my panties up. Washing my hands, I avoid the mirror as I review the last few minutes on the phone with my husband. I finally glance up at my reflection. My cheeks are rosy red, and I smile bright. I recall my scream of pleasure and bite my lip, wondering if anyone heard my orgasm. I stand tall, push my shoulders back, and wink at myself.

"Let them wonder," I tell myself as I leave the bathroom.
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CHAPTER FOUR
challenge lost


I'm wearing my wedding dress. It's a simple white sleeveless dress with a white satin bodice. It's not very elaborate; it didn't need to be. Wes wore a black-on-black Tuxedo and spit-shined cowboy boots. I'd insisted on new shoes, but, deep inside, he dressed to please me, and I loved our wedding.

Parked outside the hotel of our office Halloween party in Wes's Ford, I'm trying to build the courage to go inside and face the three handsome hunks who haunted my dreams last night. I'm in Wes's beat-up, old truck because his presence and scent comfort me. While I'm sure he wants me to do this, I'm still nervous. What if I fuck everything up?

I've been a mess all day. Even sitting and waiting inside his ride while wearing white lace panties, matching bra, and my wedding dress spikes my arousal as I think of what's to come. Illicit desire wells in my core, and my skimpy thong doesn't stand a chance at hiding my dripping juices. I need to get fucked. Picturing the three hunks who teased me all day only makes me want it more.

I inhale through my nose. Wes's scent reminds me of him, and he wants me to chase this fantasy of being used by my bully coworkers. With a final glance in the rearview mirror to triple-check my makeup, I grab my clutch and exit. Stepping out on my white pumps, I slam the door and turn to the hotel entrance.

Goosebumps erupt down my exposed arm, but I'm not cold. My pussy is hot and slick, and the light breeze flowing under my skirt does nothing to cool my heated core. Nasty thoughts stream through my mind, and passion heats my blood. I lift my chin, square my shoulders, and stride toward the doors.

Am I going to do this?

Once inside the lobby, I follow the signs to our Halloween party. I recognize some co-workers, and we nod in greeting. I grip my clutch in one hand while the other is tightly fisted. I struggle to relax, watching people milling about outside the ballroom. Finally, the faces of the men who've haunted my dreams appear, huddling outside the open doors.

Pete is the tallest. His broad, powerful shoulders fill out his peasant costume. His tunic is long, dropping to mid-thigh and stretching his tights. A length of twine is snug about the waist. His face is obscured by his bangs hanging over his eyes. Matt's outfit is a similar Renaissance style in forest drab green, with a loose tunic over his waist. His hair is down instead of his usual slicked-back man bun, adding to his handsome, olive complexion. His fake sword sways along his thighs as he talks with his friends.

Another guest passes between us, dressed all in black with a mask covering the top of his head. His eyes are hidden behind cutout slits, and, in a blur, he disappears into the ballroom. When I peek back at Henry and his two friends staring at me with hunger, they consume all my focus. My brain buzzes with desire from Henry's smug grin; I can't believe his arrogance turns me on.

He wears an ornate outfit, like a courier or a Renaissance prince, and his dark hair curls from under his dime-store crown. I recognize the intent, even if it irritates me. When our eyes meet, he smirks and says something to his friends. They laugh and continue to stare at me. I scoff and stride toward them.

"Did you copy my Princess Bride theme?" I seethe as my blood heats at their audacity. Wes and I like to roleplay, and their outfits feel like an invasion of our fantasy. "I get it. You found out I was going as Buttercup, so you dressed up like Fezzick, Inigo, and Prince Humperdick? I don't find it funny."

"Sure you do," Henry says, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "You don't have your prince charming here to save you, so we thought we'd cosplay. Her wedding gown was blue, wasn't it?"

"No, that's a different outfit." I scoff at the implication that I don't remember the details in my favorite movie. "When she's at the altar with Humperdork, she's wearing ivory white," I continue, lifting my chin to stare at Henry and crossing my arms over my chest.

"How about if I'm right, you come with us, and we'll find a backroom and get to business. Admit it; you are curious about what's between my legs."

My face warms as I dart my eyes down to his groin. His tunic covers his crotch, but my glance is so apparent that he chuckles and nudges his buddies.

"It was a white dress," I say, stubbornly sticking to my guess. "We don't have a picture to compare, so you'll never win your little dare."

My cheeks are hot, and my traitorous pussy is eager to find out what's inside Henry's tights. My nipples tighten, but my bodice hides them from view. My discomfort piques my arousal.

Henry hums as he smirks, opens his phone, flips to a photo, and hands it to me. I look down at a screencap of a frame from the movie, and the color drains from my face. Buttercup's dress is white with a light blue undergarment in the scene with the weird clergy guy. I peek back up and swipe to go to the following picture.

"Yeah, you shouldn't look at anything past that one," Henry drawls as he pulls the phone out of my hand. "I like to share pictures. What you'll find may shock you. Anyway. You lost our bet. We did our homework, sweetheart. Face it. You lost."

His taunting voice makes me want to argue, but it's why I'm here. Wes wants me to fuck these guys, so, dammit, I'm going to fuck them. I chew on the inside of my cheek, unwilling to completely surrender the point.

"Well, she has a white coverlet over a blue dress," I counter, but drop my hands to my sides in surrender. My pussy clenches in anticipation, but I don't want them to realize how badly I want to fuck them. Raising my nose, feigning indifference, I reply. "I'm impressed you did some homework. Fine. You win. Where to now?"

OceanofPDF.com


CHAPTER FIVE
hold still


The way Henry's eyes widen is hilarious, but I bite my lip and stare up at him. He turns and gestures to his pals, and they walk away, deep into the ballroom. Henry looks down at me.

"We have a plan. Stay here while we finish some things. Get a drink or something. Pete will find you and bring you back secretly," He assures me, his voice carrying a sense of confidence I can't help but trust.

I nod in agreement, and he reciprocates the gesture. He twists and moves to catch up with his two henchmen, who've disappeared as they weave through the crowd. I lose sight of them as the trio goes deeper into the hotel ballroom. I'm thirsty and need a drink, but I don't want alcohol. I want to keep my wits about me.

Moving through the mingling people, I smile at some familiar faces. I've only worked at the bank for a few months and have few friends. Clutching my handbag under my arm, I grab a small dish and add some of the starters arrayed down the banquet line. By the time I've filled half my plate, I'm at the drink line. When I ask for water, the bartender scoops ice in a glass and fills it from the tap.

I find a table and sit quietly. I'm fidgeting near the entrance, snacking from my selection of grapes, carrot sticks, and charcuterie. The cold water soothes my dry mouth, but my palms are sweaty. People are still arriving, and a steady stream passes me, heading toward groups sitting at the banquet tables. I'm okay with being alone; I don't trust myself too much regarding small talk.

I sense a shadowy figure, and I twist around. Pete crosses his arms over his massive chest and holds up one hand. "Hello, lady."

A person wearing black passes behind my large coworker, but I don't register more than his shadow as I wave back. "Hullo."

"Come with me, lady." Pete offers his hand. I take it, and my tiny hand disappears when his fist envelops it. With a gentle tug, he pulls me to my feet. "I'll carry you if I must."

"Thank you. Very gallant," I say with some sass. "I can walk myself."

He laughs a low rumble but doesn't let go of my hand. Together, we head toward the back of the ballroom and turn down an empty hallway, passing the guest restrooms. We continue down the empty hall with Pete holding my hand in his massive grip. It's comforting because I trust him; despite his friends, he's always been polite. It grows quieter and darker the further we go until double doors appear under a single light at the end of the corridor.

Pete sweeps his hand past as he opens the door, standing to the side and allowing enough room for me to pass by him. The room is dark, with eerie columns of stacked chairs, folding tables, and partitions filling it. When the door shuts, he turns the lock with a click. I rub my bare arms to chase away the goosebumps.

I'm locked in this pitch-black storeroom with the three of them. My pussy clenches, and I can't believe how turned on I am. What will they do with me in this shadowy space? As my eyes adjust, I perceive a glow behind a row of partitions and start walking in that direction, drawn like a moth to the flame.

"Not so fast," Pete says and steps past me. When I look up at him, his features seem menacing in the shadows, and a tremor of fear inches up my spine. "You're our captive, and I'm taking you to Guilder."

Okay, we're roleplaying, and I'm Buttercup. I play along, looking up at his intimidating profile and nodding to show my consent. My eager anticipation of what's to come doesn't silence my squeak of protest when Pete bends and tosses me over his shoulder. His thick arm coils around the small of my back, holding me secure. I arch and squirm when his massive hand smacks my ass through my dress.

"Hold still, I don't want to drop you," he growls as he carries me into the darkness.

I lift my head to look back, but it's only shadows. My vision is limited to Pete's ass swaying under the fabric of his tunic and the ripples of his thighs as he strides toward the glow. By the time he lowers me on my back on a tabletop, I'm on fire with arousal and anticipation.

The partitions are covered with painted tarps to resemble the view from the top of the Cliffs of Insanity. Pulling up the edge of the tablecloth, I see a rocky stone pattern decoration. I glance up at Pete, then turn to face Matt as he steps forward.

"Fezzini ran off. He's afraid of the man in black chasing us," Matt quips, looking down at me. "He gave you to Fezzick and me to pay off his debt to us."

"That's the facts. Now, don't make a fuss," Pete rhymes, winking at me.

"Y-you haven't the guts," I snarl, playing my part. "Besides, my Westley will save me."

"He'll have to wait in line." Matt continues, grinning. "We're getting you prepared for the prince to use."

"You shouldn't resist; you shouldn't refuse." Pete chuckles, rolling me onto my belly.

I wiggle from side to side, but I'm too turned on to give much resistance. I want this, and they've wrapped their fun around my fangirl fantasy. I tremble as he grabs the back of my dress and pulls the zipper down. Gasping in faux shock, I push up on my hands and knees, pulling my arms out of my dress one at a time. My nipples ache under my sheer bra, and I take Matt's hand to stand up as the dress falls in a ring surrounding my white, satin pumps.

Standing in only my lacy underthings, I glance down at the two men, slip to my knees on the table, rolling onto my back. I wriggle, unable to hold still as I kick off my shoes and spread my thighs open, offering myself to them.

"Do what you must," I say, nodding at them. "I'm not afraid of you."

"We're going to enjoy making you come," Matt says as he takes off his tunic, exposing the ridge of his cock, tenting his tights.

"You'll be a juicy mess when we're done." Pete echoes, baring his massive chest.

I'm breathless with need, spreading my knees to show them I want this. More than I expected, I want these men to indulge in my body in a way I've only ever allowed Wes to touch me.

"Okay, boys, let's have some fun," I simper.
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CHAPTER SIX
warming up


I'm shivering as the two shirtless men circle the table. They kick off their shoes and stand on opposite sides. Their stiff cocks tent the costume tights obscenely, but my eyes flick back and forth, my head twisting against the table. I stretch out my hands, inviting them closer.

The first touch thrills me as I wrap my small hands around their shafts. My moan of desire only fuels my passion as I reach between their muscular thighs and cup their bulging packages. I squeeze their dicks, buzzing with how hard they are for me.

When they push their tights down, their manhoods spring free. I lick my lips as my fingers trace their thick ridges. They sway as they peel their bottoms off, making their stiff cocks bob when they toss their clothes away. Matt's dick is long, curving up toward his cut abs, while Pete's thick cock is a challenge to wrap my hand around. Stroking their smooth skin and pulling their foreskins down, I moan at the sight of their leaking pre-um.

"Are you this hard for me?" I ask, although it's plain they are. "Do you want to put your cocks inside my mouth? My tongue? my cunt?"

They nod and step closer as I stroke them, collecting their precum and smearing it over their crowns. I want to savor them, so I twist toward Matt, leaning to kiss the tip of his cock. Swirling my tongue around his swollen head, I push my lips over his tip and suck his crown. His pungent tang and musk fill my senses as I moan when his crown presses between my lips.

I pull away, spit on his cock, skimming my fingers and spreading it down his shaft. I twist my head and stare at Pete's uncut dick. It's massive, so I stretch open, pulling him between my lips. His oozing lubrication coats my tongue as I tease the top of it over his throbbing crown. When I look up into his dark eyes as I envelop him, he tosses his head back with a groan.

"Fuck, you're so hungry for our cocks, aren't you?" Matt says while I tug his shaft, bobbing on his friend's yummy cock.

Not wanting to pull off, I hum and nod to answer. Matt's hand fists my blonde hair and tugs me off his buddy's sword. I swing my head over, staring into his lust-filled eyes.

"Yes," I gasp. "Give me your cocks. Fuck my slutty mouth."

I'm swimming in need. If I didn't have my hands busy, I'd finger my aching clit. My nipples are hard, throbbing as I move back and forth between them. When Pete's thick digits press along the soaked gusset of my thong, he growls.

"You're soaked," he says simply, sliding his fingers under the side of my thong and playing with my pussy lips. "You're a needy cock slut aren't you.?"

I whine as I keep sucking, and I rock my hips, seeking his friction. Matt squeezes my breasts through my white, lacy bra. I arch back, pushing my tits into his hands. He shifts, leaning over me, and slides his other hand under my back. I bend more, giving him access to my bra clasp. When it releases, he grips the lacy cups and pulls them away from my breasts.

I shift and wriggle on the table, letting go of their cocks, one at a time to slide my arms free of the straps. Matt tosses it away, bending and sucking a stiff nipple between his lips. I groan out my approval, twisting my head to suck on Pete's cock. He pulls his hand away from my panties as I swirl my tongue around his crown, savoring his heat and scent. When he yanks my thong down, I lift my hips and pull my knees back so he can peel it off.

I'm naked, wet, and needy, writhing on the table as the men caress my flesh. Their cocks sway and bounce, shiny from my spit and drool. I shift to my knees before pushing onto my hands and rising to all fours. When I twist to face Matt, he steps forward, grabbing my hair again to guide my mouth back onto his throbbing member.

Pete grips my ass, squeezing it with his huge hands and pulling apart the cheeks. I whimper around Matt's massive cock. My drenched glistening cunt, and my shiny pink jeweled butt plug are plain as day for Pete's dark eyes. My mind spins as I remember the first time Wes worked the thick toy inside me. I've played with it since then. The sensation of it filling my tight orifice always excites me. I couldn't resist sliding it inside me before I put on my dress. Its presence grounds me, reminding me of Wes. I don't have time to linger on the thought when I hear Pete's deep voice.

"The princess wants her ass fucked," he growls with approval. He grips the end and works the teardrop shape in and out slowly.

"Three holes," Matt drawls.

"Three poles." The giant laughs. "You will be airtight tonight!"

I shudder at the filthy thought and pull off Pete's cock to utter an urgent whimper.

"But there are only two of you," I tease, wriggling my tush at my admirer. "What are you going to do?"

Pete answers by smacking my buttocks with his huge, meaty hand. The force of the blow ripples into my core, and I shriek in surprise. Another swat on the other cheek makes my pussy pulse. My ass clenches around the flared base of the plug. My squeaking complaints at the pain dissolve into moans as he peppers my cheeks with firm smacks. I lean into Matt, rubbing my face against his cock, panting in need.

"You rescued the princess from Flori." Henry's deep voice announces his presence. "But you began without me. Remind me to discipline you unruly brutes later. The princess must not be harmed."

I gasp in surprise and pull away from Matt, twisting to stare at Henry. He's stripped down to only his tights, and his tall, muscular body ripples as he leans closer. His thick build is lean and cut, contrasting Pete's mighty bulk and Matt's wiry frame.

"Do your worst," I taunt Henry with a smirk. "I can take anything you three can dish out."

His lips crush against mine, and I kiss him back, opening my mouth to accept his probing tongue. Our heated passion sparks my need, and I moan against his lips. His hands cup my breasts, squeezing firmly as I pant with desire.

"You have to ask nicely," he says, pulling away. "You must say it aloud. We all need to hear you."

I draw back, searching all three of their faces and the concern underneath their lust. We're role-playing a scene and don't want it to end. Henry's eyes soften, and I realize he's allowing me to step back from this cliff of insanity and stop everything now. He won't continue until I give my consent.

"Please," I beg. "Please, fuck me. Use all of my holes for your pleasure."

"Magic Max is your safe word," Henry says as he pushes his tights down. "Say it, and we'll stop and check with you."

I nod and look down at his magnificent cock. He is between Matt and Pete in size and length, and the circumcised crown is engorged, slick with his precum. I lick my lips, wanting him in my mouth but waiting while he kicks off his tights.

On my knees on a sturdy table with three naked hunks hard for me. I take a moment to stare at each of them, seeing lust reflected in their expressions. A shiver works through my nerves at this maddening pause.

"Well," I say to them. "You've caught me. Do what you want to me."
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CHAPTER SEVEN
the brute squad


The stalemate doesn't last long. Henry steps forward, stroking his impressive rod and waving it in front of my eyes. Matt grips my ass, pulling my hips lower and cupping my slick folds with his other hand. My boss teases the head of his cock against my lips as I look up at him through my lashes. I open my mouth, sucking at the tip and tasting his cream with a hungry moan.

Matt's fingers push into my pussy as my boss feeds me his cock, inch by glorious inch. Swiping my tongue along the vein running underneath, I gag when he touches the back of my throat, and I pull back to catch my breath. Matt's fingers curl inside me, pointing his hand down and pumping his digits at a steady pace.

I glance up at Henry and open my mouth, wagging my tongue. I try to focus on his cock as it comes closer, but my eyes cross as he slides into my mouth. Moaning around his shaft, I swallow before he hits the back of my mouth. He presses into my throat, and my crossed eyes widen. I'm a hungry slut—a needy, cocksucking whore, and that thrills me. Pete grips the sides of my head and fucks my mouth with steady strokes. Glucking sounds echo in our private nook, and I whimper as Matt quickens his fingering.

My body tenses, my orgasm coiling as Matt finger-fucks me while I swallow Henry's cock. I've lost track of Pete until his thick arm slides under my side. When his fingers trace down my body and circle my clit, I scream around Henry's thickness. Matt pulls his fingers back, and Pete removes his hand. I pull off Henry's cock and moan out a frustrated protest.

"Oh, my god. Fuck. More. Don't stop!" I whip my head around and stare back over my shoulder at Matt and Pete.

Henry fists my hair, yanking me back, and I open wide. He pushes his rod into my mouth, forcing it to the back of my throat. My body trembles as I ride the sharp edge of an orgasm. The three men go back to finger fucking, throat fucking, and playing with my clit like a Stradivarius.

The building whine in the back of my throat explodes as I scream out, my body shivering as I blast into orbit. Everything gets bright, and every finger stroke makes me twitch in bliss. I hungrily latch back onto Henry's crown, bobbing my head as my orgasm trails off. "More," I gasp, pulling off Henry's thick dick.

When they pull away, I rise on my knees, looking at them. Matt smirks, licking my juices from his fingers as he lies down on his back. He curls one finger, inviting me as he strokes himself slowly.

"Ride my white horse?" he challenges me, and I accept the challenge with a nod.

Crawling toward him, I stare at his cock, then his handsome face. His confident smirk urges me forward until I'm straddling him and grinding my needy pussy against his rigid rod. We lock lips, my breasts pillowing into his chest as I work my slick slit along his thick shaft. I need him inside me.

I rise and look down at Matt. He grabs my tits and brushes his thumb across my hard nipples. I press up on my knees and fit him into my slick opening before sliding down his shaft, moaning as he fills me. I stare at him as I ride his rigid cock. He feels different than Wes, which makes what I'm doing with him hotter. I lean down to kiss him again while I work my hips, grinding my sensitive clit against the base of his erection.

The table shifts, tilting as someone climbs behind me. I twist around, looking over my shoulder to watch Henry on his knees, moving closer. He runs his fingers along my distended pussy lips sealed around Matt's cock and gathers my slick juices.

"I'm going to fuck your tight ass," Henry boldly announces, and I moan like a happy whore as he pulls my plug out.

My ass gapes from the absent plug, and I hold still. This empty sensation makes me eager to be filled again. Henry pauses for only a moment before he grabs my ass with both hands, guiding the tip of his cock inside my gaped ring. His slow, steady thrust stretches me, and I groan at the exquisite sensation of him sinking inside me. Both my holes filled with hard cocks sends a thrill to my spine, and I start to move, eager for more.

"Fuck," I moan, dropping my head and staring into Matt's eyes. "Fuck me. Hard. I mean it," I plead.

"I can see that you need it," he replies before kissing me, our tongues tangling.

They alternate thrusts and try to keep me still, but I'm pushing back and grinding, wild with need. Matt arches and thrusts deep as Henry retreats. When they reverse, Henry's punch into my ass rubs my clit along Matt's retreating shaft. I'm on the edge of the cliff of insane bliss when my head is tugged away from Matt's luscious mouth.

"Final hole, lady," Pete drawls as he fists a hank of my hair while gripping his intimidating cock and pointing it at my face. "Open wide."

I do, eagerly, leaning toward the yummy dick and sucking like I'm starving. His gigantic hand grips behind my head and pushes his massive dick into my throat. Stars appear as tears spring from my eyes. I need to breathe, but I don't want to pull away from the overwhelming pleasure of three men filling all of my holes.

I look up at Pete as he fucks my face. The other two rail into me, quickening their pace. My eyes roll back as my body shakes, and I scream around the meat in my mouth as I come apart. I manage to take a breath when Pete pulls out and smacks his slick cockhead against my cheek. I grin wildly, loving the degrading sensation. I'm hungry for more of him, opening my mouth wide, shifting my head, and chasing his bobbing head.

I lose control of my body as I shiver through a massive orgasm. Matt bucks his hips urgently and moans in my ear as my mind shatters and my body flexes, trapped between the hunks. Henry smacks my ass, igniting the delicious pain from the earlier spanking, and hammers into my tight asshole as pain morphs into pleasure.

"She's so fucking tight," Henry says.

"So wet and slick," Matt groans underneath me, his voice tight. "Fuck. I'm going to come."

His words echo in my lust-drunk mind as Henry roars, punches in deep, and ejaculates. Pete succumbs and grunts, jerking into my pussy and jetting his load in deep. My moans echo in our alcove as delicious heat floods my core.

The overwhelming sensation of two men emptying their loads inside me pushes me over the brink, shaking uncontrollably. Matt pulls my head off his cock and sprays my face with thick, gooey ropes of his pungent cum. My mind splinters into shards as I moan with lust. My body shudders as my pussy and ass clench around the two pricks. My face, neck, and chest are drenched from the massive brute's spunk decorating my hot skin.

I slump, boneless, atop Matt's chest, floating on a cloud of bliss. My eyes partly close as I rest and catch my breath. Tremors ripple through my nerves, and I struggle to recall where I am when clapping echoes in our shadowy nook.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
take me home


My mind is still stitching together as the three men around me disengage. A different voice accompanies the sound of clapping.

"Bravo, princess."

"Wes!?" I moan as my eyes blink open. I'm speechless at my husband's appearance, dressed all in black. He pulls off his mask, crouching beside me, and I lose myself in his eyes.

"You didn't think I'd miss watching you in the center of a gang bang, did you?" Wes asks with his lopsided grin. "Truly, that was magnificent, darling."

His fingers comb through my hair. Before I can scramble off the table, he leans in, kissing me passionately. I surrender to his familiar touch. His scent washes over me as he hugs my sweaty, exhausted body. When he pulls back, I can't help staring at his vivid, blue eyes that own my heart. His black shirt is streaked with remnants of the cum still coating my chest.

"You came!" I say when my ability to speak returns.

"I think all of you came, my love." Wes chuckles with a nod to my sticky chest before kissing me again.

I scramble and swing my body, sitting on the edge and leaning to embrace my loving husband. My arms wrap around his neck, pulling him closer. My legs ache as I lift and wrap them around his waist. When he kisses me again, I lose myself in the comfort of his arms. He rises, reaching down and gripping my ass, and holds me tight. The sticky cum on my face smears against his cheek when I pull back.

"Oh my god," I say, looking at him with shock and embarrassment. "You were here the whole time?"

"Of course." Wes smirks proudly. "I wouldn't trust my one true love to this brute squad without proper supervision."

My heart swells with love for my husband, and I hug him tightly. We kiss, and his arm tightens around me, comforting me while I'm still a mix of emotions from what I've done.

"I love you, farm boy. Take me home," I say, breaking from the kiss.

"As you wish."
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Read about Wes and Robin's homecoming in Make Me Yours Again - Hotwife Party Princess Bonus Story.

Be sure to check out the next book in Halloween Hookups.

I hope you enjoyed my homage to the movie The Princess Bride, adapted from William Goldman’s book on S. Morgenstern’s classic tale of love and high adventure.
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up next


Don’t miss the next book in the series, Hotwife Party Devil, by Lillia Wett

[image: Hotwife Party Devil - Lillia Wett]


This first-time hotwife explores her devilish side at a special Halloween party!

Though they talked about it, Allison and her husband never had an opportunity to explore their fantasies about sharing her with others. That’s until a work client invites her to a Halloween party where anything can happen. With Dylan’s happy approval, Allison puts on a revealing devil costume and lets go of her inhibitions with a few of her co-workers.

But the party’s end is just the beginning of Allison’s fun. Now, she gets to tell her husband all about it while he shows her how much he enjoys it all.

Grab Hotwife Party Devil, by Lillia Wett
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halloween hookups series


Don’t miss the entire series!

Halloween Hookups

This Halloween, nine daring wives are stepping out solo for some tantalizing tricks and treats.

Dressed to thrill at office parties and seasonal soirées, these adventurous women are ready to explore their deepest desires—all while their husbands wait at home.

From boardroom to ballroom, these contemporary tales of Halloween mischief will ignite your imagination. No magic needed—just a dash of courage, a splash of temptation, and a costume that begs to be admired.

Indulge in nine sizzling stories from hotwife authors who know how to turn up the heat.

This Halloween, it's time for these wives to unmask their wildest fantasies.

Are you ready for a night of Halloween Hookups?

Check out all nine books:

Hotwife Party Kitten by Lacey Cross:

https://mybook.to/crosspartykitten

Hotwife Party Bunny by Alec Lake:

https://mybook.to/lakepartybunny

Hotwife Party Pirate by Alexa Sommers:

https://mybook.to/sommerspartypirate

Hotwife Party Princess by Hank Dolworth:

https://mybook.to/dolworthpartyprin

Hotwife Party Devil by Lillia Wett:

https://mybook.to/wettpartydevil

Hotwife Party Librarian by Grace Beaumont:

https://mybook.to/beaumontpartylibr

Hotwife Party Doctor by Hardison Parker:

https://mybook.to/hardisonpartydoctor

Hotwife Party Teacher by Sofie Young:

https://mybook.to/youngpartyteacher

Hotwife Party Cheerleader by Sierra Dumont:

https://mybook.to/dumontpartycheer

OceanofPDF.com


hankering for more hank dolworth?


Turn the page and sign up for Hank’s newsletter by grabbing a free book and links to more hotwife heat, freeuse fantasy adventures, and scintillating erotica packed with Hank Dolworth’s trademark steam…
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free - checking in


[image: Checking In - Diamond Level cover]


Brandon didn't expect this change in plans to rock his world when he checked in to the reception desk. The sexy, hot blonde hostess greets him with a benefit that is hard to resist–her body reserved for his use. Read about Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast luxury suites and hot hostesses.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/checkingin
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jenny’s hotwife evolution


[image: Jenny’s Hotwife Exolution graphic]


Discover Jenny’s exploration of her blossoming sexuality. She loves her husband Brad, who wants to watch Jenny embrace her inner slut and fuck his friend. Read through the changes in their lifestyles, then continue with Felicia's steamy awakening as Craig's future hotwife.

Jenny’s Hotwife Evolution Series

https://read.hankdolworth.com/hotwife-evolution
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fantasy unlimited bed and breakfast


[image: Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast graphic]


Discover Mark, Kirsten, Brandon, and Megan’s story.

Fantasy Unlimited Bed and Breakfast is a chain of exclusive resort-level bed and breakfast establishments. The highest-tier VIP members enjoy a luxury suite, gourmet-quality breakfasts, and the services of an exclusive freeuse hostess for all of their needs.

Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast sries

https://read.hankdolworth.com/fubnb

OceanofPDF.com


freeuse stowaway adventures


[image: Freeuse Stowaway Adventures graphic]


When Holly takes her future in her hands and stows away on a sailing yacht, she's sure her future is bright. It comes crashing down when the yacht's handsome captain tells her the consequences of stowing away. Offering her an option, Holly takes it eagerly, hoping to prove herself to the man who's given her a chance at a new life.

Follow her Freeuse Stowaway Adventures.

https://read.hankdolworth.com/stowaway-adventures
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hank dolworth collection series
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Hank Dolworth Collection Series

includes the following:

	Fantasy Unlimited Bed & Breakfast 

	Freeuse Stowaway 

	Study Buddies with Benefits 

	Jenny, the Soccer Mom 




read.hankdolworth.com/hdcollection
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about the author


Hank Dolworth is the nom de plume of a technology educator who had to stop flying around the world and is trapped in his home office attending too many Zoom calls. To cope with this high-stress environment, in his free time, Hank likes to write story-driven erotica and erotic romances.

Hank's spicy stories are packed with sizzling sex, mind-melting orgasms, and heartwarming romance. While not always having a happy ever after, his endings always end up happy for now.

Living in Texas, Hank also enjoys hot, spicy, rich, melt-in-your-mouth barbecue, time with his family, and working with other erotica writers to improve his craft.

Find out what Hank's been up to by signing up for his newsletter, which is easy to do. Just grab a free book when you visit:

read.hankdolworth.com/freebies
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